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Summary: Alpha Draco Malfoy gets what he wants. He has a beta, 

Astoria Greengrass, but what he wants is her handmaiden, an omega. 
Hermione Granger has terrible luck, a slave and an omega; she's had 
to work very hard to get taken seriously. Nothing and no one will get 
in the way of that, not even a certain Alpha noble who seems 
determined to ruin her life. 


1 . Chapter 1 

When Draco Malfoy was young, he loved being an alpha. He loved the 
power it gave him, he loved the way betas looked at him with a 
mixture of awe and fear, and, in particular, he loved the ease with 
which he could get what he wanted. Wealth and power, what more could 
any adolescent boy want. 

Alphas were rare and he could usually intimidate betas into doing 
what he wanted them to, but omegas, omegas were a different. Omegas 
melted under commands. Naturally submissive, all he had to do was 
give an order in his "alpha voice" and they'd crumple. 

The power drove him a little mad, made him incorrigible, especially 
when the only other alpha on the estate, his father, left on 
business . 

He remembered one incident from the fall he turned ten. The 
Greengrass family had been visiting, and with them a litany of 
servants. He had been looking for trouble when he discovered a little 
girl about his age gaping in awe at the size of the manor's 
library . 

"What are you doing?" He shouting in his best impersonation of his 
father's voice. Her knees buckled, just barely allowing her to stay 
on her feet, and she turned towards him slowly, staring at the 
ground. He recognized the tilt of her head and the natural, 
unfightable display of the side of her neck. Even though she was 



young to present, she was clearly an omega, just as surely as he was 
an alpha. 


He grinned with glee, there weren't any omega servants in the Malfoy 
household, preferring house elves and betas to keep it running, so he 
rarely got to observe one up close. 

She was still shaking but her massive bush of chestnut colored hair 
kept him from seeing her face. He knew the basic biological side of 
a/b/o dynamics, but now he got to test it for his purposes. 

"Stand on one foot" she snapped into compliance, too young to fight 
her instincts. She must've had very little experience with alphas. He 
laughed as she struggled to stay balanced and took a closer look at 
her . 

Her robes were well made but bland and simple, reflective of the 
prestige of her household but the simplicity of her position. She was 
probably one of Daphne and Astoria's playmates, the daughter of a 
servant at just the right age. Why she would be by herself, he didn't 
know and really didn't care. 

"What's your name?" He demanded, he had mastered his ability to slip 
into his alpha voice at will only this year and he loved using it at 
every opportunity. 

"Hermione Granger sir." Her voice trembled and she maintained her 
stare at the ground, carefully avoiding the challenge of eye 
contact . 

"Look at me." He declared firmly, standing in front of her. He was 
curious if his order could override her instincts. 

She looked up slowly, fighting herself the whole way and the bush of 
hair fell back to reveal plain features marred by a violently red 
blush. She carefully kept her eyes directed at his chin rather than 
make eye contact and he catalogued every detail. Omegas were 
fascinating . 

"Draco!" A harsh voice cut through the silence and his nanny, stuck 
her head into the library, the click of her sharp heels echoed off 
the hardwood floors. A stubborn beta, she was one of the few he never 
succeeded in fully manipulating. And now she was mad. 

"Come here right now, and don't think I won't be telling Minerva 
about this young lady!" The omega was finally able to put her foot 
down as the tension broke and she frantically scurried out of the 
room with her eyes down. He looked directly at his nanny as he 
reached out to grab the omega's wrist. The girl stiffened for a hairs 
breadth before completely relaxing, her eyes closing and head tilting 
in submission. He wasn't quite sure what to do with her now, he 
hadn't expected such a strong reaction. His nanny gasped, horrified 
at the impropriety. 

"Draco Malfoy you take your hand off that poor girl this instance. 
Merlin help me you won't sit for a year!" He casually let her go, 
lifting one finger at a time, and the moment the contact ceased she 
flew out of the room. Even as his nanny grabbed him by his ear and 
dragged him down the hall to be thoroughly rebuked and handed over to 
his mother for further punishment, he thought that it was definitely 



worth it . 


_Eight years later_ 

Hair pins and ribbons bounced off of Hermione ' s face as she 
desperately tried to shield herself in the small carriage. 

Daphne Greengrass was stubborn, domineering, brilliant, and 
decisively bold. Her dark hair was always tightly controlled and 
impeccably maintained by her handmaidens, and her lips were pursed 
into a near constant frown. 

Astoria on the other hand was flighty, fickle, indecisive and 
frequently melodramatic. Everything was a crisis in Astoria's world. 
She also held the title of being the only person on the face of the 
earth who could ever really make her sister lose her 
temper . 

Hermione wasn't even sure how the argument had began, she had been 
intentionally tuning it out in favor of her book, until all the 
poetry in the world couldn't muffle the shrill barbs and 
protests . 

It would've fizzled out quickly if Astoria hadn't been enraged enough 
to yank at Daphne's perfectly done hair. Then Daphine had thrown the 
entire sewing box across the small space, spilling out all of it's 
contents in mere moments. Then the chaos had really set in. 

Her fellow handmaiden, a simple girl much like herself named Katie, 
made eye contact with Hermione and contorted her expression to 
express the exasperation that words would never do justice. They 
would wait for the chaos to subside, it wasn't their job to stop it 
and then they would clean up the mess after the sisters reconciled. 
They'd all be presentable enough when they arrived at Malfoy manor. A 
button pinged off Hermione 's cuff and the metallic clang reminded her 
of the two main things that separated her and Katie. 

She glanced down at the metal bangle locked on her right wrist, lose 
enough to shift but tight enough to chafe and be impossible to 
remove. Just below where the metal sat was the "0" that marked her as 
an omega. The brand appeared when she first presented as an omega at 
13, and the bracelet had been there, in slightly different sizes 
since birth. 

One marked her inferior because of biology, the other by station. 
Hermione rarely felt her slave status deeply. She had no memories of 
her parents, only the Greengrasses , but the story went that there was 
a broker who had been trying to pass Hermione off for cheap as a 
toddler in a package deal but Daphne had shrieked that she wanted to 
bring the babe home with them, she was only three at the time, and 
Astoria, only an infant had perked up and smiled first the first time 
when she and Hermione had caught sight of each other. It had been the 
first thing that the sisters had ever agreed on and would also be the 
last . 

The Greengrasses had raised her as their own, even if they never 
freed her, and were unfazed by her presentation. Where many would see 
it as an opportunity to make a quick buck, because omegas were rare 



and in high demand as the supposedly perfect slave, they refused to 
take away their children's companion and began training her as a 
handmaiden . 

The only time she had ever truly felt lesser was almost a decade ago 
now, standing in the library of Malfoy manor while the Malfoy brat 
humiliated her, taking advantage of the omega instincts she hadn't 
even been aware of yet, let alone able to control. 

That was the first and last time she had seen him, as they had 
departed the next day. She had learned to control her instincts , 
Daphne's presentation had been very helpful in practicing to resist 
outlandish and unreasonable commands from alphas and the older girl 
had been more than happy to help. Now Hermione was in control, she 
was centered, and nothing like that had or would ever happen 
again . 

As the carriage hit another bump, and the piles of buttons and yarns 
redistributed across the floor, a little twitch flickered in 
Hermione 's stomach at the reminder of her destination. They were 
heading back to Malfoy manor, staying as guests while the marriage 
contract for Draco and Astoria was negotiated. Duration predictions 
ranged between a month and a year, depending on how stubborn each 
side was. Astoria had other suitors but the wealth and prestige of 
the Malfoy name had beat them all out. They wouldn't be engaged until 
the contract was signed and the date set but there was an 
understanding in place. Astoria was joyous. Hermione was 
contemplating if flinging herself out the carriage window would kill 
her fast enough. 

**A/N: This story will definitely be a multi-chapter fic, but here's 
a little info on the verse just to clarify a few things.** 

**1. A/B/0- Everyone in this world is either an Alpha, Beta, or 
Omega. Alphas are typically stronger, faster, and more powerful than 
their Beta and Omega counterparts. Betas and Omegas are equal in 
strength and physical capabilities, but Omega's are particularly 
susceptible to Alpha persuasion, with practice, they can resist 
commands from Alphas, but it's difficult.** 

**2. The setting is Malfoy manor in a medieval-like time period, but 
not specifically set in any era. I could try for historical accuracy 
but frankly this way is more enjoyable. ** 

**3. If you have anymore questions, comments, or concerns, please hit 
me up in the reviews!** 


2 . Chapter 2 
_Draco_ 

Eight years had changed Draco in ways he couldn't have planned for. 
His father had gotten caught mixed in with some questionable 
dealings, and as result, the family name had come under considerable 
doubt from the ministry. The Malfoys had finally experienced real 
stress for the first time and his world had gotten significantly 
darker . 


At the moment, it would do them good to be the talk of society for 



any reason other than his father's less than upstanding business 
tactics. It was his mother who had come up with the solution in true 
pure blood fashion. An engagement. 

The clatter of a half dozen carriages and another dozen wagons on 
cobblestone alerted Draco to the arrival of his guests. His future in 
laws were moving in for the foreseeable future because the situation 
wasn't nearly miserable enough. In the few times that both the 
Malfoys and the Greengrasses had deigned to attend court 
simultaneously he had found both of the sisters excruciating to be 
around . 

Daphne was an alpha, though not quite as dominant as he was, she was 
constantly argumentative and had the habit of looking at you as if 
studying you to destroy later. He feared his life each time he 
encountered her. 

Astoria on the other hand, was the epitome of a good, agreeable pure 
blood wife. Though she had been rumored to be prone to mischief when 
she was younger, it was clearly simple childish whims. She had no 
strong opinions, no interests, and no remarkable qualities 
whatsoever. She had all of the personality of room temperature 
water . 

Of course when Astoria first began accepting suitors his parents 
cajoled him into jumping in the ring for the family's sake, he 
expressed his interest in writing and (no doubt after his elders 
greased the wheel) they accepted his offer and agreed to move to the 
manor to purse courtship and set about defining the terms of the 
marriage. It would no doubt be a painfully long and expensive process 
but the Greengrasses were part of the sacred twenty eight, the 
closest related to the royal family in lineage, and a marriage with 
the Malfoys would be a powerful alliance indeed, even it would be 
miserable for him, unless he could find a worthwhile distraction. 

A trumpeter announced the Greengrasses' arrival, as if they could be 
any more ostentatious. Draco straightened, standing beside his mother 
on the steps leading up to the manor's front door. He had to look 
pleasant and regal and happy. The jacket he was wearing was stiff and 
uncomfortable and awkward no matter how "dapper" his mother thought 
it made him look. He didn't want to look dapper for the Greengrasses. 
He didn't want to do anything for them. He didn't even want them to 
be here. 

Unfortunately he didn't have a choice and as the small army of 
servants piled out of the carriages and wagons. The daughters were in 
the last carriage, and as he watched them step out, highly noticeable 
in their massive gowns. He wasn't sure how they got their skirts to 

be that wide or their waists that small, but it was equal parts 

horrifying and impressive. He was very thankful that they would be 

staying in the west wing, exactly opposite from his rooms and as far 

away as they could get. At least his mother was willing to make 
_some_ accommodat ions . 

He casually scanned the group of servants, looking for a pretty face 
that could keep him occupied while he waited for his impending 
doom/engagement . There are plenty of mildly attractive maids, though 
they all look like they're exhausted from the journey. Soon enough 
this stupid little greeting ceremony would be over and they'd get the 
chance to rest, and then he could really gauge 



_Hermione_ 

Hermione Granger was nothing if not stubborn. She may have been an 
omega but she was not a push over. As Astoria and Daphne gracefully 
stepped out of their carriage, the epitome of elegance and 
sophistication, she slipped in amongst the rest of the staff. She 
highly doubted that the young lord of the house even remembered the 
incident from eight years ago, but she wasn't willing to take that 
chance . Lucius and Narcissa Malfoy greeted the Greengrasses at the 
door, exchanging pleasantries and appreciation and words of welcome 
and joy at the coming alliance between these two honorable families. 
Hermione barely held back her smirk when she considered how quickly 
that would change once they got into the tricky matters of debating 
things like the dowry. 

A soft nudge alerted her to the person standing beside her. The boy, 
man, she constantly had to reminder herself that he was no longer a 
kid, just like she wasn't, smirked at her, a little bit of mischief 
twinkling in his green eyes behind his spectacles. It was never good 
when Harry Potter got that look. One of her oldest friends, there was 
a comfort with him that she felt with very few others. His 
presentation had been rocky; he had never anticipated being an alpha, 
and after spending years decrying people who spent all their time 
repressing and crushing people beneath them. He was hit with 
unbelievable guilt. Hermione had presented a few months before, and 
there was a rocky period of time where he struggled to look her in 
the eye, too scared of accidentally using his alpha nature to control 
her . 

There weren't that many obvious differences between alphas and 
omegas. Alphas tended to be taller, broader and more short tempered. 
Omegas were stereotypically a little on the smaller side and were 
faster. More importantly, the main distinguishing feature appeared in 
interactions on chemical levels. Alphas and Omegas both released 
pheromones, and after presentation, their pheromones took on unique 
scents designed to attract each other. 

Harry smelled like a warm day in early autumn, with hints of almond 
and amber and the tiniest, almost impossible to detect scent of a 
fresh, crisp green apple. It reminded her of days spent running 
through the Greengrass orchard, innocent and pure. 

Harry had a unique situation; he was an orphan, left on the porch of 
one of the kitchen assistants. They hadn't wanted him, but they took 
care of him until he was about eleven and then told him to make his 
own way in the world. The Gamekeeper had stumbled upon the boy 
wandering around near the estate, and vouched for him, getting him a 
job as an assistant to one of the stable hands. He worked hard, 
grateful for the opportunity and did his best to avoid his foster 
mother. Hermione had bumped into him when running an errand for 
Daphne, and they had become fast friends. 

Now, their friendship was a little bit strained, Harry had developed 
this insane sense of duty and heroism since his presentation, 
determined to use the advantage his alpha nature gave him for good. 
She thought he was overcompensating because of fear; just because a 
horse was loose didn't mean he had to throw himself underneath it's 
hooves. He disagreed. 



He always got a look in his eyes whenever he was going to do anything 
stupid, and now it was shining brightly. Hermione sighed. 


"Since there are so many of us, a full double staff of servants, I 
doubt we'll have to work as much as at home." He smirked, and she 
caught it out of the corner of her eye. The pair had been servants 
for so long that it was rare that they got to act like children, but 
after so many years, and being certain that their livelihoods were 
secure, as teenagers, they were much more willing to take risks. 

Her eyes flicked to the crowd in front of her and it only took her a 
moment to identify the shocking head of blonde hair. Draco Malfoy was 
brooding, looking at the Greengrass household with disdain. He barely 
spared a glance for Astoria, who Hermione knew was enamored with him 
and warranted much more than a glance. She spent hours on that hair 
and Astoria glowed with beauty. As far as she was concerned, Draco 
Malfoy could Avada himself. 

_Draco_ 

Draco was bored, painfully, miserably bored and if this was a preview 
for the rest of his life, he'd have to find a productive hobby, like 
drinkinga€ 1 bleach . Astoria Greengrass nattered on as they took an 
excruciat ingly dull chaperoned walk through the extensive Malfoy 
gardens. Astoria's duchess followed after her, a severe woman with 
deep pressed frown lines from no doubt constant scowling. 

Astoria had gotten prettier with age, her hair had gotten lighter, 
from the sun or spell he had no idea, her face had grown out of its 
youthful roundness, and she was impeccably painted with stylized 
colors (unless her lips were naturally that red?) . When the wind 
blew, he'd catch hints of her scent, fresh pineapple with notes of 
peach and cucumber; an attractive scent, if a little lacking in 
meaning. She was pretty, maybe even beautiful, but then she opened 
her mouth. 

"Of course, the wedding will have to be in the spring, it would be a 
waste to have a wedding in a garden that's not in bloom. I'll have to 
import dress designs naturally, only the finest, I'm thinking chiffon 
and tulle, perhaps with a blush undertone, it would complement your 
coloring so wonderfully my dear don't you think?" She turned to him, 
expecting an answer for the first time in over an hour. 

"Yes, of course." He agreed not completely certain what he was 
agreeing to but he figured that it couldn't be that serious, she 
hadn't said anything meaningful in the first half hour before he had 
tuned her out . 

Minerva cleared her throat from behind the couple as the rounded the 
last bend in the path. Draco took his cue and turned to Astoria 
taking her hand. He pressed a chaste kiss to her knuckles before 
dropping her hand and stepping back. 

"Until next time, my Lady." He bowed politely and she smiled before 
dipping into a curtsey. The moment she turned around, he 
scowled . 

The governess ushered Astoria indoors, and Draco sighed in 
resignation. He hated this, he hated Astoria, he hated his parents. 



he hated how powerless he felt in all of this. He always knew that he 
wouldn't get to marry for any reason other than political connection, 
but he hadn't thought that it would come this soon. Now, he knew how 
this would end. He'd marry Astoria, pop out enough children to insure 
a male and heir and then fall into a miserable and excruciat ingly 
long marriage, where he'd eventually cheat on her, and then she'd 
pretend that she didn't know until she'd fall into a spiral of 
self-destruction and kill his mistress. It was the time honored 
tradition of purebloods, but that didn't mean he was happy about it. 
He shoved his hands into the pocket of his trousers and then loped 
lazily back along the path, he ignored the most ostentatious routes 
going for some of his more tucked away thinking spots. Collapsing 
lazily underneath a willow towards the outskirts of the Malfoy 
gardens, he closed his eyes, breathing deeply and taking in the 
feeling of the warm sun on his skin. It was horribly out of style to 
have darkened skin, but thankfully Malfoy coloring didn't tan, it 
burned for about twenty minutes and then with a quick spell faded 
easily into the same starkly white porcelain that it always was. 

Shout out to good genetics from aggressively selective breeding (and 
some inbreeding thrown into the mix too, he won't lie about it) . He 
was about sixty percent sure that Astoria was at least his second 
cousin . 

He was peacefully breathing in the natural scents of the flowers and 
the fresh air all around him, unlike the surreal, concentrated to the 
extreme, nature of pheromones from both alphas and omegas, when 
laughter broke through his peace. 

"Harry!" The voice was struggling to be soft as she laughed and 
called out for him at the same time. "Harry this isn't funny, come 
on!" She was laughing too hard for the phrase to convey any heat, and 
Draco groaned, sitting up, since apparently this lovers' fauxquarrel 
wasn't going away any time soon. Shortly thereafter, a bush haired 
girl stumbles into the clearing, shattering whatever was left of his 
illusion of peace. She blushed profusely when she saw him, and when 
he caught sight of the gold band around her wrist, he was even 
angrier . 

"Really? A tasteless bint is gallivanting around, and not only is she 
a rude and thoughtless guest, she's also a slave." He snarled, 
purging the venom floating around inside of him in the only way he 
knew how, cruel remarks towards unsuspecting peasants. The girl 
swallowed and seemed to have lost the ability to speak as she stared 
down at her feet. "Anything to say?" He taunted, knowing he had 
successfully terrified her out of any and all of the pitiful 
intelligence that she may possess. She looked up quickly, just enough 
to scan to see if he was serious, and then she shook her head. She 
looked like she was going to be sick, and the gardener would kill him 
if he made another maid vomit on his petunias, they had barely 
recovered from the last incident. 'You can go now." He called 
dismissively , flopping back into his prior relaxed position, even if 
it was no longer quite as comfortable. He heard frantic step fleeing 
through the garden, but could quite catch what he was sure would be a 
frantic and legitimate spat with the lover she had been attempting to 
meet. Stupid bint, there was nothing worse than a slave that didn't 
know her place. 

_Hermione_ 


"Harry!" She hissed, sliding slightly as she skidded along the stone 



path, nearly colliding with the other teen. "You idiot!" She slapped 
him, hard, and grabbed him by the elbow as they careened out of the 
garden. Her first day at Malfoy manor and she had already been 
screamed at. The vainer part of her wouldn't let go of the fact that 
he hadn't recognized her. She hadn't changed all that much, was it 
just that common for him? Tormenting and manipulating young omegas. 

As despicable as it had been, she thought it was at least a onetime 
thing, a power trip from a young alpha just exploring his effect on 
omegas. She knew she had been pathetic but she thought she was at 
least a little memorable. 

As she and Harry skidded to a stop in front of the service door, she 
came to a slightly painful conclusion. A small part of her thought 
those weird moments in the library had meant that there was something 
between her and the Malfoy Lord, even if it wasn't positive, it was 
some sort of a connection, but that wasn't true, just like everyone 
else, she was simply a shackle on her wrist and a warm body. It 
sucked to realize you weren't even good enough to hate. 

She shook herself out of it, refused to focus on it any longer, it 
was the past, time to move on, and if the first step was collapsing 
into her cot and having a good cry then that was okay too. 

"I hope you're pleased yourself. We could have been killed, or worse, 
fired. Now, if you don't mind, I'm going to bed." She snapped, two or 
three years ago, Harry would've been a little bit scared, possibly 
affronted and confused but now with newfound Alpha confidence and a 
little bit of a invincibility complex, he just laughed and shook his 
head as she stormed off. It only made her angrier. Why did she bother 
being friends with him anyways? 

A/N: You'll have to forgive me for the shameless incorporation of one 
of the best Hermione Granger quotes of all time, even if it's not 
verbatim (I had to make it pronoun appropriate) . Also, I know more 
length was requested and I hope this is what we were looking for. 
Please hit me up with reviews, they're my muse! 


End 
f ile . 



